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COPYRIGHT 


Copyright © 2017 by Flora Ferrari. 
All Rights Reserved. 


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by 
any electronic or mechanical means, including information 
storage retrieval systems, without written permission from 
the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book 
review. 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, 
and incidents are either the product of the author’s 
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to 
actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 


The following story contains mature themes, strong 
language and sexual situations. It is intended for mature 
readers. 
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COCKY CFO 


The rabbit doesn’t make me jump. My fingers don’t provide 
the ultimate thumbs up experience. And no man can, that’s 
for sure. 


And to make matters worse, now everybody knows thanks to 
my not so little slip up. 


And everyone includes him...our new Chief Financial Officer, 
Carson Cash. 


He tells me CFO stands for something else entirely...the cure 
to what ails me. 


The first rule of business is “never fish off the company 
pier,” but he’s no red herring, and I’m not the one fishing. 
He’s a shark and he's circling, but when he gives me a 
naked call should | exercise my option and let him straddle 
my butterfly spread? 


He’s got me wanting to pivot tables left and right in his 
office, so we can merge each and every cell, but will he be 
just another crash or have | finally met the only man who 
truly knows how to excel? 


* Cocky CFO is an insta-everything standalone romance with 
an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


Thanks for reading / 





up to my _ mailing list. You'll receive an email as soon as it’s 
ready. 








*If you already signed up, THANK YOU! You will get this and 
all future freebies automatically. 


Click the link below to get your freebies 


http: //FerrariFantasies.com 


CHAPTER 1 


Amelia 
Mystery Man? | want details. 
Need those reports in 30 minutes. 
Forms must be completed by the close of business. 


| plop down at my desk with the sandwich | picked up thirty 
minutes ago in the deli on the first floor of our building. It 
was warm when | got it, but after | bumped into Shawn from 
marketing in the elevator, who just wanted to show me “one 
thing real quick,” it’s now a soggy mess. 


| missed my only solace for the workday, my fifteen minutes 
of sun during my lunch break. And now it looks like I’m 
going to miss lunch too. Eight dollars and fifty cents down 
the drain. My veggie delight isn’t looking so delightful. 


| look at my computer screen and start to prioritize the 
instant messages that came in while | was gone. Amelia do 
this. Amelia we need that. 

I’m upset about missing lunch, but even more disappointed 
about my date from last night. | click on Shari’s message 
and start replying. 

Disaster. Don’t know why I went back to his place. 


Still no big O? 


Story of my life. Will go to my grave never knowing the 
pleasure. 


A few more chat windows pop up along with some email 
about a new hire. | click back on Shari’s chat and stare at 
my sandwich. 


| don’t go on break for another two hours, and the line at the 
vending machine will be too long then. Fifteen minutes to 
take the elevator down, wait in line, and try to make it back 
up isn’t enough. My boss is a stickler for time and one 
minute late is the same as one hour to her. I’m going to 
have to force some of this sandwich down or else l'Il be a 
zombie all afternoon. 


| remove the plastic wrap and stare at it. | close my eyes 
and take a bite. Yeah, wet bread and cold, stale cheese 
tastes exactly how | expect it to taste. 


Another screen pops up on my computer. Something about 
our 401K company matching will be reduced next quarter. 


The whole reason | took this job was for the retirement and 
health benefits, and it seems like every quarter they are 
reducing one or the other. Time to dust off the resume. 


| want details. | look at Shari’s message and can’t help but 
be a little jealous. Okay, a lot. The girl is one of those 
professional daters and is dining in some of Los Angeles’ 
finest restaurants at least three times a week. To add insult 
to injury | saw her sitting front row at the Lakers basketball 
game last week while | was sitting on my couch trying to 
toss popcorn up and catch it in my mouth. 


Not only that, the girl was a multi-orgasmic machine. She 
told me stories that would make the naughty books | read 


seem like vanilla foreplay. 


Not me. It was hard enough just getting a date, and when | 
did get a date the guy either wanted to split the check, 
“Netflix and chill,” or shoot pool in a dark, smoky pool hall in 
a Sketchy part of town. 


To make matters worse their attempts at sex were about as 
pleasing as their choice of date venues. And by pleasing | 
mean the exact opposite. No pleasure, and no climax. 
Never. 


And last night was no exception. Shari had seen me out 
with Dov. Yes, the guy’s named after a bird. For some crazy 
reason | thought that might make him gentle and tender, 
but just like his name, which isn’t even the complete 
spelling of the bird that his parent’s seemed to admire, he 
couldn't complete the job. Not even close. 


A couple licks here, a strange bite there, and a few weak 
pumps there, and Dov was laying next to me in a sweaty 
mess. Come to think of it, he was a lot like this soggy, limp 
sandwich. 

Trying to forget. 

That bad? I’m sorry sweetie. 


Thanks. l'Il be okay. 


| chew the mess of a meal and realize things are not going to 
be okay. 


| start clearing my chat windows, replying to as many as | 
can as | half bite into my food, not sure if | should spit it in 


the trash and risk someone seeing, or just power through 
and force it down. | go with the latter, but it’s not easy. 


Did you see the new guy? 
Don’t tell me you’re hunting him already. 


Shari would do just that and she would get him too. 
Somehow | got the gene for always saying the wrong thing 
at the wrong time, but not her. She can make spreadsheets 
and math sound sexy. And the men come running. Rich 
ones, athletes, guys who own helicopters. If he’s super 
successful and under thirty in L.A. Shari probably knows 
him, or has been with him. | need to hang around her more 
often so whatever she’s doing rubs off on me. 


He’s the CFO, and you know what that means? 


| close my eyes and take another bite of my sandwich. | 
leave my eyes closed the first few chews before opening 
them when I hear what sounds like an assault of chirps as 
my screen fills with new messages and replies. 


CFO. You mean Can't F’ing Orgasm. I’m not greedy. | just 
want one in this lifetime! 


| chew my sandwich and realize it has suddenly become 
absolutely quiet. Usually it’s constant chaos comprised of 
people walking around, someone playing their music just a 
little too loud, and one of the sales guys from the other room 
yelling into his phone trying to “get this deal done.” Not 
now. 


Hmmm? Is there a mandatory company meeting in the 
conference room or something? 


| see the top of Tom’s head and then his eyes, just over the 
top of my cubicle wall. His eyes are practically bulging out 
of his head, before his head sinks back down behind the 
partition. 


Then Lefty Larry, the left-handed guy who sits in the cubicle 
to my left does the same. 


That’s odd. 


| look at my screen and notice no more incoming messages. 
Finally, just give me a few minutes so | can get some of this 
Sandwich eaten. 


| continue chewing. It’s a relief to finally have a moment 
without constant interruptions. 


My eyes look back up at the screen and my chewing slows. 
My mouth is moving in slow motion like a giraffe as my eyes 
dart from chat window to chat window. 


No! No! This can’t be. 


| hear my chewed sandwich splat onto the paperwork in 
front of me, as it falls from my mouth. 


| didn’t reply to Shari’s chat window. | replied to HR’s chat 
window announcing our new CFO. 


My hand starts to shake and suddenly I’m on my knees 
heaving into my trashcan. I’m a wreck. 


Oh my god, I’m going to get fired. I’m never going to get a 
job again. There’s no way l'Il get a reference or be able to 
explain this one. 


| stare into the bottom of my trashcan, and | literally feel my 
mind leave me as my eyes close. 


“Aren't you going to answer that?” Tom says, his eyes just 
above the cubicle again. 


| hear his words, but they don’t register. 


“Earth to Amelia, come in. Do you read me? Hello? 
Amelia!” 


| shake my head quickly and open my eyes. | pull myself 
from off my knees and look at my phone. It’s the same 
phone that literally never rings. | don’t even know if it 
actually works or was just left there from the previous 
generation. 


| look at the caller ID. Carson Cash, CFO. 


| look at my plant, which | named Robert, sitting on my 
desk. | could have Robert Plant under my arm, and my 
purse around my shoulder and be in the elevator in less than 
sixty seconds. Maybe it’s even sitting on our floor. In that 
case I’m out of here in under thirty. 


“Answer the damn phone!” Lefty Larry says from the cubicle 
next to me. 


| extend my hand for the receiver, but stop just short. | can 
literally see my hand shaking uncontrollably as it 
approaches the receiver. Scratch that, my entire arm is 
Shaking. 


My thumb and forefinger grasp the phone delicately, like | 
might break it, even though | know I’m the one who's about 
to be broken. 


| slowly bend my elbow, bringing the phone to my ear. 
“Amelia Perkins. Accounts Receivable.” 
“Could you please come by my office?” 


| begin to muster up a reply, but before | can | hear the dial 
tone. Apparently it wasn’t really a question. 


| hear the phone bang on my desk as it drops from my hand 
before setting on the ground. 


| look up and see the tops of heads and sets of eyes atop all 
the cubicles in the big room | work in. It’s like that arcade 
game Whack-A-Mole, but I’m the mole and I’m about to get 
whacked. 


CHAPTER 2 


Carson 


They brought me in to cut costs and restructure the 
company. Well, whoever this Amelia Perkins is just handed 
me a gift. 


She'll be the first to go. She made it too easy. | can start 
with her and the rest will fall like dominos. 


The rest of the office will be so terrified that they'll be ten 
times as productive as before. This is going to be way too 
easy, the easiest restructuring project I’ve ever taken on. 


| can just imagine it now, that poor little thing is walking as 
slowly as she can to delay the inevitable. 


Come on. How can | feel any sympathy for this girl? What in 
the hell was she doing sending a message like that? A 
message the entire company just saw. 


You don’t talk like that in an office environment, and you 
certainly don’t talk that way to me. 


She’s going to learn her lesson as soon as she walks... 
through...that...do—...oh! 


She shuts the door behind her and just stands there. She’s 
trembling. You can see the fear in her entire body from all 
the way across my office. 


“I’m sorry it took me so long. | didn’t know where your office 
was.” 


Her voice is cracking, and as much as I want to jump on her 
and make an example of her, for some reason | just can’t. 


You're here to do a job, Carson. You’ve done this a million 
times. It’s not difficult. 


| can see by her simple attire and the way she holds herself 
that this isn’t the type of girl | expected. | thought | was 
going to see some slacker who’s wasting company time 
trying to make jokes, or even someone who wanted to get 
fired. A severance payment heading into summer, plus 
collecting those unemployment checks every two weeks 
while lying at the beach was her strategy, at least that’s 
what | had her pegged for...a rich girl, who just held a job to 
keep mommy and daddy happy. 


| was wrong, and | don’t like being wrong. 


This girl looks like she needs the money. She’s shy and 
introverted. | can clearly see it. But underneath that 
unpolished exterior is a diamond. 


She looks like the kind of girl who is no-nonsense. She 
comes to work to get work done, not to compete in an 
imaginary beauty pageant. 


Her knees are literally trembling. She’s got her hands 
clasped in front of her, and her meek body posture signifies 
she knows what’s coming, and she’s not looking forward to it 
one bit. 


“Have a seat,” | Say. 


She turns to the side looking for the couch that doesn’t 
exist. Damn, what’s wrong with me? I’m asking her to sit in 
furniture that hasn’t been brought to my office yet. 


She bends down in such a feminine way and places her 
hand on the floor. 


No you don’t! 


“Wait!” | say, darting up from my desk and moving to her 
side. 


| offer her my hand, which she just looks at. I’m staring 
down into her eyes. They’re a beautiful shade of light 
brown. l’ve never seen eyes that color before, and | notice 
there seems to be little gold specs just outside her pupils. 


She looks up at me, like a little mouse. Something inside me 
wants to protect her, but from what? I’m the lion that’s 
about to chew her up and spit her out. | can’t protect her 
from myself. 


She reaches out her hand slowly, placing it in mine. 


| feel her hand, every groove of her fingerprints as her 
fingertips rest in my palm. | pause for a moment, feeling the 
sensation move through me. | grasp her hand and help her 
from her position. She was about to sit on the floor. | feel 
like a fool. 


“Please, allow me,” | say, moving towards my desk, before 
realizing | haven’t let go of her hand. 


“Sorry,” | say, releasing my grip and immediately feeling the 
void of not having her hand in mine. I’m thrown off, and | 
don’t like it. I’ve never met a woman like this, but then 


again she’s not a woman. She’s a girl. She can’t be much 
more than a teenager. How in the world did she get a job 
here? Her own merit? 


| grab the one sitting chair | do have in my office. | move it 
in front of my desk and offer her a seat. She sits down with 
the kind of manners that someone who’s received formal 
education in such things has, at least that’s my guess. 


| move away from her chair and back around behind my 
desk. | look out the window and across L.A. It’s another 
perfect, sunny day, with a light coating of haze. | was 
planning on my arrival here at the company intensifying 
that haze, but now I’m not so sure. She’s come in just like 
the afternoon sun and cut through that morning marine 
layer. Cut through that haze that I’m expected to deliver 
relentlessly on this company until it’s profitable. 


| turn and move two steps forward to my chair, where | sit. 
There’s a stack of cardboard boxes next to it. | grab the one 
that’s labeled “M - P.” 


| sort through to the back until | get to the P’s. Perkins. 
There she is. | remove her file and drop it on my desk. 


Surely she knows what I’m looking at, and surely she knows 
what | need. Just one reason to terminate her now, on the 
spot. Just one subpar performance review. Just one other 
slip up over the course of her time here. Just one reason. 


But there are none. She’s a shining example of what an 
employee should be. She works overtime, but doesn’t put it 
on her time sheet. She works Saturdays every single time 
she’s been asked. Thirty-seven Saturdays last year alone. 
Unbelievable, she’s working Wall Street investment banker 
hours, but in L.A. as an accounts receivable clerk. 


Not only is there no just cause for termination, but also 
there’s likely cause for promotion in here. 


That’s not what you're here to do Carson. Bring down the 
hatchet. 


Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth. 


“Miss Perkins,” | say, still looking down at her file. “What 
you did is unacceptable.” 


“Yes, sir. I’m very, very sorry.” 


| flip to the first page of her file and look at her birthdate. 
You've got to be kidding me. It’s the same day as mine, but 
sixteen years earlier. She’s twenty-one, just a baby. She 
doesn’t deserve this. It’s probably her first real job. 


| know the kind. She started with an after school job as a 
kid, maybe babysitting. Then after high school she applied 
for this job. 


My suspicions are confirmed. “It says here you've been with 
the company for three years. Is that correct?” 


“Yes, sir.” 


Her life is this job. | bet she relies on this paycheck. Why 
else would she work thirty-seven Saturdays out of fifty-two? 


| Know why. She’s hungry. | know the type perfectly... 
because | am one. 


We're cut from the same cloth. Started with nothing, but 
trying like hell to become something. 


She keeps working like this she’ll either run herself into the 
ground, or she'll be so damn successful she won’t know what 
to do with herself. 


But she’s quiet, and shy. Yeah, she’s terrified about what 
she did, but | can see she’s an introvert by nature. 


What’s she working so hard for? What’s her motivation? 

| know the other types. Women in tight skirts, and even 
tighter white blouses...always one too many buttons 
unbuttoned. They’ll sleep or stab their way to the top. 
They'll screw anyone to get ahead, physically or 
metaphorically. She’s not like them. There’s absolutely no 
Way. 

And I have to know why. 

| need to know why. 

“Miss Perkins, your behavior is way out of line.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You do know | should fire you on the spot.” 


“Yes, sir. | hope you don’t, but if you do | understand.” 


She’s not groveling. She’s stronger than she looks. She's 
got more balls than most of the men | fire. 


“Do you know why I’m here, Miss Perkins?” 


“No, Sir.” 


“Restructuring. To eliminate all the subpar performers. The 
Slackers. To cut and cut and cut to the bone until the 
company is at the peak of profitability.” 


She nods her head. 


“If you have time to mess around, then you have time for 
more work, don’t you?” 


“Yes, sir.” 


I’m expecting her to say it was a mistake, and to beg, but 
still she doesn’t. She’s owning up for her actions, mistake or 
not. Now that I’ve met her face-to-face | clearly see some 
mistake was made. Maybe someone even walked by her 
computer and typed the message when she wasn’t looking. 
| don’t know, but | don’t really care at this point. 


My main concern is keeping my growing erection hidden 
behind this desk. 


“Later this afternoon you'll receive more responsibilities, 
since you’re obviously not busy enough.” 


“Yes, sir.” 

Damn! | didn’t do it. | couldn’t let her go. | have to know 
more. The first time in my entire career | didn’t ax someone 
when | had their head right there on the chopping block. 
She survived. The one and only. 


“Don’t just sit there, Miss Perkins. Get back to work.” 


“Yes, sir,” she says, as she rises from her chair. | can see 
she’s just as shocked at my words as | am. 


She moves quickly to the door before | can change my 
mind. Smart girl. 


| can make out her beautiful shape, even through her loose 
fitting clothes. She places her hand on the handle, and | 
lock my eyes on it. It’s the same hand that was in mine just 
a couple minutes ago. The one that made me feel like I’ve 
never felt before. The one that caused my pulse to quicken 
and all the blood to flow right to my groin. The reason | 
can’t even stand up right now to properly show her out. 


“And Miss Perkins,” | say. 


“Yes, sir,” she says turning around just before opening the 
door. 


“I can help you with that problem of yours.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Amelia 


The rest of the week is an absolute disaster. Every guy in 
the building making inappropriate gestures, winking, and | 
even heard a few catcalls. Rumor had it there was an office 
pool of which guy could make me orgasm. 


It was so humiliating | almost wish | had been fired. There 
was just that one reason | didn’t. One very big reason. 


He was a numbers guy and of course my first thought was 
just how big was his own, personal number? Ten inches? 


| saw the bulge in his slacks that afternoon in his office. He 
thought he could sit down and hide it, but it was too late. 


At first | thought he was just another high-level executive 
narcissist who gets off on firing people...but he didn’t fire 
me. Not only that, | couldn’t get those nine little words out 
of my mind. 


“I can help you with that problem of yours.” 


If anyone else would have said it | probably would have 
slapped them and gotten away with it, and | certainly could 
have gotten them fired. But he didn’t fire me, and the last 
thing | wanted was him to be relieved of his duties. 


| had to know more about this mystery man. The man with a 
last name that almost sounded made-up. Mr. Cash the Chief 


Financial Officer. Was it real? Was it some sort of strange 
joke or power trip? Some sort of psychological move? 


| had no idea, and it was just another of the mysteries that 
surrounded him. 


The girls in the office had teased me at first, but relented 
once they each had a chance to see him. The women had 
an office pool of their own. Who could hit the jackpot with 
Carson Cash. Little did they know | already had an offer. 


| liked having a little secret to carry around with me during 
the day. As much as | felt powerless the moment | made that 
nearly job ending mistake, and | call it a job because it’s 
definitely not a career, | now felt powerful. 


Carson was the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome. His 
suits were surely custom made, as his chest size was 
possibly double the classic European seven inch drop when 
comparing chest measurement to waist. The V-shape his 
body formed was massive, but he didn’t have that big, 
bloated look. 


One of the girls in the office had seen him in the downstairs 
gym at five in the morning a few days after my incident. 
She said he was in a tank top and shorts and was working 
out so fiercely that his shirt came up exposing his 
washboard abs. How he kept his stomach fat eliminated 
while being that big of a man was beyond me. 


He must have been six foot five, or at least that’s what | 
guessed from my estimation of being almost exactly a foot 
shorter than him, give or take an inch or two. 


And he oozed power. He had the best parking spot in the 
entire garage, and he wasn’t even the CEO. How he 


negotiated that | could only guess. How do you out alpha 
the company alpha? 


A Google search revealed his multiple homes across 
Southern California. Downtown L.A. penthouse? Check. 
Hollywood Hills estate where the stars lived? Check. Palos 
Verdes villa with an ocean view? Check. And those were 
just three he had in L.A. There were others in Laguna Beach, 
Hawaii, and San Francisco. 


Forbes listed him as worth in excess of one billion dollars. 
One billion freaking dollars! And his bio stated just how he 
got there. “World’s most feared corporate restructuring 
consultant.” 


But if he was a consultant then why did he have the CFO 
title? Was he set to leave at some point? | definitely didn’t 
like the thought of that, and | didn’t like the thought that he 
was on my mind constantly. 


| couldn’t stop thinking of him. Just last night the cashier at 
the grocery store asked me, “Cash or card.” “Carson Cash,” | 
said, as | handed her my CapitalOne card. She looked at me 
funny, before | even realized what I’d done. What was even 
funnier was her reply. “He certainly is a hottie.” 


How did | not know about this guy? This guy that seemingly 
owned L.A., but was out of the public eye. 


Shari had her sights set on him. “I’d poke holes in the 
condom with that guy,” she joked. At least | think she was 
joking. 


But Shari told me he’d passed her in the hallway yesterday 
and despite her attempt to push out her chest, drop 
something right in front of him and bend over with her 


backside right in the way, and that she was wearing more 
perfume than the entire Macy’s perfume counter...she didn’t 
even get a look. Not a single look, and she’s definitely arm 
candy material for most of the guys in L.A. Guys are tripping 
over themselves to buy her dinners and take her to Palm 
Spring for the weekend. Not Carson though. 


| need the monthly report by close of business today. 


| stare at the screen and see the “from” line of the message. 
It’s him. 


Yes, sir. It will be finished and ready for you. 
Need you to bring it to my office. Thanks. 


It wasn’t a question. He’s like a ghost around the office, with 
girls offering cash for cell phone shots of him, and here he is 
asking me to come to his office. Scratch that, telling me. 


He’s cocky just to the point of arrogant, but not quite. 
There’s something about the gentleness, yet firmness, with 
which he handled me that first day. Handled my situation | 
mean. He showed me empathy. There’s a heart in there 
somewhere. I’ve seen it... but what will | see this time? 


CHAPTER 4 


Amelia 
| check my report for what seems like the twentieth time. | 
can’t afford another mistake, especially with a guy who’s 
looking to cut costs, and head count, anyway he can. 


| look at the clock in the corner of my computer screen. Five 
minutes until five. | can’t delay this any longer. 


| feel a bead of sweat run down my spine. The sweat is cold, 
but my skin feels like it’s on fire. 


| stand up and immediately feel dizzy. | sit back down 
quickly and exhale as quietly as | can. | breathe in again, 
and then breathe out. 


| look at my hand. It’s shaking. | put it on my lap trying to 
stabilize it. 


Four minutes until five. 
| can’t be late. No way. No how. 
| stand up again and straighten my outfit. 


| step away from my desk, making sure not to make eye 
contact with anyone. 


Shoot! | forgot to check my makeup. It’s too late now. 


| reach his door and knock three times. Was that too soft 
that he can’t hear me? He’s a tough guy, he'll probably 
expect — 


“Come in,” comes from his office and right through the door 
Slapping me in the face like a bowling ball. His voice is so 
deep and resonant. If | had to describe it in a word I’d say 
thick. It’s heavy in the air like humidity, and just like those 
hot steamy nights it smells of sex. Like a blues player 
screwing the bejesus out of the lead singer on a bare 
mattress in an apartment in New Orleans. The kind of sex 
that I’ve been wanting. The kind of feeling in-between my 
legs I’ve been needing, but have never been able to find. 


| open the door and step inside. He’s standing, facing away. 
He’s looking out that window again, admiring his majestic 
view of the city of angels. 


“Close the door behind you.” 


| shut the door and take a step inside. He hasn't 
acknowledged me, let alone turned around. 


“I brought the—“ 

“Set them on my desk.” 

| take a few steps forward, and place the manila folder down 
on the edge of his desk. | stop and quickly pick it back up 
and turn it so it’s facing towards him, and align it perfectly 
in the middle of his desk as if it’s the next thing he'll read. 


“You can leave it there.” 


| remove my hand and step back to my original position. 


| look at the window. Can he see me in the reflection? | 
don’t think so. He’s too close to the glass. Can he feel my 
presence? It’s the only possible answer. How else would he 
know | was nervously fumbling to find the right spot to put 
the folder? 


The room is airtight and completely silent. | have no idea 
what I’m supposed to do next. 


“Would you like me to leave, sir?” 
“You're not being challenged enough, Miss Perkins.” 


My eyes dart around the room. | have no idea how I’m 
supposed to respond to that. 


| feel my fists ball up as | start to get the feeling he’s 
changed his mind about my employment status. Is he going 
to fire me now? Now that he’s had time to think it over? 
Maybe I was wrong about him. Maybe he is heartless. 


“That’s a problem, Miss Perkins. | can help you with that 
problem... first.” 


He turns to face me. 


| feel my heartbeat picking up rapidly. That bead of sweat 
running down my back is now a marching army of little 
droplets, soon to become a raging river. 


| feel my right arm twitch. I’ve never had anxiety before | 
met this man, and here | am feeling a level of tension like 
I’ve never felt before...for the second time. 


And just when I’m at the pinnacle of scared, anxious, and 
confused the unthinkable happens. 


| feel my panties dampen. | feel my eyes looking him up and 
down in that custom made suit of his. | imagine him 
grabbing me and forcing me against that desk of his. Lifting 
up my skirt. Pulling down my panties. Giving me that huge 
cock he was trying to hide the last time | was in his office. 
Showing me just how big he really is. 


How | can make him feel just as powerless around me as | 
am around him. How he can’t control himself when he sees 
me. 


And it’s not a fantasy. | can see it in his eyes. He looks like a 
hunter ready to circle his prey. 


I’m getting so wet. 


“| looked through your file more closely. Spoke with your 
supervisor.” 


Oh no. She hates my guts. | can only imagine what she 
must have said. Funny she didn’t tell me she spoke with 
him. 


“And then | fired her, after it quickly became apparent that 
she was jealous of your skill set and was taking credit for 
your work.” 

If | wasn’t so scared | would have smiled, run to him, given 
him a big high five, yelled “finally,” and jumped in his arms 
right then. 

“You’re running the division now. Do you understand?” 


“Yes, sir.” 


“You are comfortable with that, Miss Perkins?” 


“Yes, sir.” And I’m certainly more comfortable with that than 
the way he’s making me feel right now. 


He takes two steps towards me before stopping. “Then what 
is it that is making you uncomfortable, Miss Perkins?” 


He surely knows the answer. 
“Nothing, sir.” 
He moves closer toward me stopping just short of my face. 


| can feel the heat from his skin. | can see the perfect lapels 
on his suit, made of that fine Italian wool. 


| swear | can hear my own heart beating, but | forget about it 
when I take in his scent. He smells like a musky, masculine 
aftershave, even though he’s sporting facial hair that’s more 
than a five o’clock shadow. Dark, black, strong facial hair. 
He’s not the kind of guy whose beard wouldn’t fill it. He 
looks like he could have a beard in a week if he wanted. 


But what he wants right now is me, and | want him. 

He reaches out and takes a locket of my hair in his fingers. 
He brings it to his face, only moving his hand and arms, the 
rest of his body completely still until his nostrils flare as he 
inhales my hair which is now half an inch from his nose. 

“Do you know how incredible you smell?” 


“Um...no. | mean...no, sir.” 


“Are you this respectful with everyone, Miss Perkins?” 


“I try to be, sir.” 

“So you call every man older than you sir?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Only me. Isn’t that right?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And you like calling me, sir. Don’t you?” 

| feel like yelling like Jack Nicholson at the end of A Few 
Good Men. You're god damn right | did! Or I guess it would 
be, you’re god damn right | do, in this case since this is all 
happening right now. And as much as I'd like to yell, | know 
it would come out more like a whimper. 

“Don’t you, Miss Perkins?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Why did you send me that message?” 

“It was a mistake.” 

“Was it?” 

“It was, at first.” 


“At first?” 


What have I done? 


“Yes, sir. It was a mistake and I’m sorry. It won’t happen 
again,” | say, trying to stay on track but teetering on the 
edge ready for a full-on, head-on collision. 


“I've fixed your first challenge, Miss Perkins. I’m going to 
continue challenging you here at the office. I’m going to 
demand the best out of you.” 


“Yes, sir. You'll get my best.” 


His head leans in, his mouth so close to my ear | can feel 
him. His cheek is as close as it can be to brushing up 
against mine, without doing so. “But! want all of you, Miss 
Perkins.” 


I’ve never been so horny in my entire life. And then | feel it. 
All these years and now | feel what I’ve read about hundreds 
of times but never experienced. My stomach tightens and | 
feel my pussy clench. My thoughts start to get cloudy, just 
as they drift away. Finally, I’m going to climax and it’s going 
to happen right here in front of my new boss. 


Knock, knock, knock! 


“Cleaners,” the door flies open and | hear a vacuum cleaner 
behind me. 


“Sorry!” a woman’s voice calls out. 
My mind shoots back into the moment and | turn and run 


through the door, straight to the parking lot where | get in 
my car and drive home as fast as | can. 


CHAPTER 5 


Amelia 


| hit the button on my remote, restarting the movie. It’s 
been playing for over twenty minutes, yet | haven’t heard a 
word. 


lve just been aimlessly staring at the screen, shoveling 
popcorn in my mouth. My mind is somewhere else entirely. 


Entirely on him. 


| thought | was going to climax right there in his office, and if 
the cleaning crew hadn’t been so prompt today | would 
have. 


He was a puppeteer and | was his puppet. He ran me 
through a myriad of emotions and just when | was about to 
experience the final one, the one I wanted most, | ran out. 


He must think I’m crazy, but all | know now is if | don’t get 
another chance with him I will go crazy. 


But he must hate me. He probably thinks I’m a goofy little 
girl. According to Google he’s sixteen years older than me. 
Since I’ve been alive, he’s been amassing fortunes, 
hobnobbing with the elite, and traveling the world. 


My phone vibrates on the table. Caller ID Unknown. Great, 
probably a telemarketer. | turn off the ringer, and watch as 
the screen continues to light up. I’m a sucker for curiosity, 


and | need something to distract my mind, even if just for a 
minute. 


“Hello.” 
“Miss Perkins, do you have a second?” 


Oh my god, he’s calling me. I’m not sure if I’m thrilled or 
concerned. 


“| pulled your number from your file. I’m sorry for calling 
you unannounced, but | wanted to speak with you about 
what happened today, before the workday tomorrow.” 


“Um, yes. Right.” 


“I’m sorry if | was out of line. | didn’t mean to cause you to 
run out of the office like you did, and I’m sorry if my 
advances were unwanted.” 


“Okay,” | say. 


The other end of the line goes silent. | can hear breathing in 
the phone before | realize it’s my own. | put my hand up to 
my heart and feel it racing. How can just his voice alone 
have this effect on me? 


“If, they were unwanted.” 


| say nothing. How am | supposed to respond to that? This 
is the same guy who could have fired me last week and now 
he’s pursuing me. | could go to HR and tell them what 
happened, but it would be my word against his. I’d lose ina 
heartbeat, but then again why would | go to HR... especially 
over a guy who is obviously giving me butterflies and is the 


ultimate catch. The wealthy and powerful guy who’s risking 
it all over me. 


“Were they unwanted, Miss Perkins?” 

| look around my living room. | feel safe. | can speak my 
mind here. | can tell the truth. This isn’t a face-to-face 
encounter where | can be intimidated or lose my cool, 
although I am definitely feeling the heat again. 


“No, Sir.” 


“| didn’t think so.” There’s a brief pause. “Miss Perkins, do 
you have plans for the evening?” 


| look at the clock. It’s almost eight. Isn’t the evening 
already well underway? 


“|I was going over some—“ 

“I'll be out tonight, by myself, if you care to join.” 

| look down at my clothes and realize it’s going to take a 
miracle to get ready in time, but a miracle is exactly what 
this man can give me...right between my legs, and l'Il do 
anything at this point, even if this is just a one-time thing. | 
need to feel that and know that it’s even possible for me. 
“Okay, sure. | can be—“ 


“I'll be there at nine. What’s the address?” 


| give him the address, to which he replies with a quick, “See 
you then.” 


| appreciate that he asked for my address, even though he 
probably saw it in my file already. 


| jump up from the couch and run to the shower. I’ve got an 
hour to pull off a miracle. 


CHAPTER 6 


Carson 


| put my phone in my locker and grab a towel. It was a good 
workout, but nothing like the one I want to give her. 


Thankfully this new practice facility the Lakers put in has 
private showers. | enter one and throw my towel over the 
door. 


The cool water washes the sweat from my body. It’s 
refreshing, but it’s doing nothing to bring down my 
temperature. | turn the knob all the way to the coldest 
setting and just stand there. 


| lower my head, letting the water hit my neck, before 
running down my body. I’m looking down and | see my cock 
growing by the second. 


Damn, just hearing her voice on that phone was enough to 
get me going. Just the anticipation of seeing her tonight, is 
enough to put me on edge. 


And it’s not just in a sexual way. | want to know more about 
this girl. | need to. Tonight I’m going to get answers, to see 
if | can let her into my very private world. 


| grab the soap and start lathering up. It’s going to take 
some time to get over to her place, and | don’t have time to 
waste. 


| should unload the cannon so I’m not sporting an erection 
all evening, but | don’t want a hollow victory. | want her. | 
want to pursue her, woo her, and own her. 


And tonight the fun begins. 


CHAPTER 7 


Amelia 


I’ve got the lights out and the curtain cracked, as | sit back 
from the window just a little. | don’t want him to know I’m so 
excited for his arrival that I’m literally waiting by the window 
with bated breath. It seems childish, and that’s exactly how 
| don’t want this worldly man to view me. 


At two minutes to nine a dark sports car pulls up. 1 don’t 
know which one it is, but it sure looks like the one Lefty 
Larry has on a small poster pinned to his cubicle wall. What 
kind of dream world am | about to enter? 


He steps out of the car and pulls on his lapels, straightening 
his suit. Is he ever off the clock, or is this the way he dresses 
all the time? | don’t know, but | do know | like it. I’m looking 
forward to being on the arm of not just a guy //ke that, but 
him. And it doesn’t matter if it’s just for one night, and it’s 
not sexual. | just want to experience an elegant and 
luxurious lifestyle that | know nothing about. 


He presses the buzzer at exactly nine. Is he ever smooth. 


| count down from thirty, but throw my plan out the window 
at twenty-one when | jump up and move swiftly to the door. 


“Good evening, Amelia. May | call you that?” 
“You may,” | Say. 


“Thank you. Please call me Carson.” 


“Okay, Carson.” 
“Shall we go?” 
“Yes,” | say, thankful he didn’t ask for the tour of my place. 


He places his hand on the door handle on the passenger 
side of his car. It’s in a funny position. He starts to open the 
door, but it doesn’t open at all. It lifts. 


The door is up in the air as he offers me his hand and helps 
me inside. 


The seats are low, and deep, and | feel safe as the seat wraps 
around me so tight, but also nervous at the low position. | 
imagine we're barely off the ground. Southern California is 
full of big, bulky SUVs and I can only imagine how traveling 
in this way is going to give me a whole new perspective. 


He slides into the seat next to me, and turns on the engine. 
I’ve never heard a car growl before, until now. | can feel the 
power reverberate throughout the car. Having so much 
power in the engine makes me feel so powerful, that | blurt 
out, “I like your car.” 


“Thank you. It was a gift.” 


This was a gift? | need the same kind of friends he has, 
pronto. 


He pulls away from the curve and | hear the light sound of 
something that sounds like the Gypsy Kings coming from 
the speakers. My head is spinning. The power of the car 
makes me feel powerful, and the music makes me want to 
channel that enthusiasm by jumping up and dancing, or at 


least rolling down the window and yelling, “I’m the queen of 
the world.” Leonardo DiCaprio’s got nothing on me right 
now. 


He lets the music play without talking. He must be reading 
me like an open book, because | need the time to adjust and 
take everything in. A good ten minutes or so go by before 
he says, “Are you originally from L.A.?” 

“Born or from?” 

“Whichever you prefer.” 

“I'm not sure.” 


“Not sure which you prefer?” 


He must feel like I’m messing with him...not giving him a 
straight answer. 


“I’m not sure where | was born.” 


He doesn’t flinch at my reply, and doesn’t pry. | appreciate 
it, but feel like his question deserves a proper reply. 


“| grew up in foster homes, mostly in L.A., but no one’s really 
sure where I’m from. | was found at a truck stop on the way 
to Vegas.” 


“I’m sorry to hear that.” 


“Thanks, but it’s okay. It was such a long time ago, and of 
course | don’t remember it. | was only a few weeks old.” | 
catch myself. “Sorry, | didn’t mean to tell you all this, and 
freak you out. It’s just that I’m a little nervous and excited... 
okay maybe more than a little nervous, and when that 


happens sometimes | talk a lot. It’s about the only time | 
do.” 


He removes his hand from the stick shift and places it on my 
knee without taking his eyes off the road. “It’s okay. | hope | 
wasn’t prying.” 


“No, not at all. It’s an innocent question.” 


| like how his hand feels. It’s comforting and although I’m 
still a nervous wreck, it does calm me a little. 


“I like that you're honest. This town is full of fake people. 
An honest and open person is a breath of fresh air.” 


He removes his hand and places it back on the stick shift, 
downshifting and dropping speed as we approach a turn. 


We're driving along Pacific Coast Highway, and I can see the 
full moon overhead. It’s big and powerful and reflecting off 
the ocean’s surface. It’s absolutely perfect. 


“I bet in your line of work you deal with a lot of interesting 
people.” 


“You have no idea.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“It runs the full gamut. | get the celebrities that pretend 
they want you to be their friend, to show they’re down to 
earth. | get the important and not so important people who 
need to feel important. And | get the everyday Jane’s and 
Joe’s who vary so much from one to the other. | often find 
them more interesting because they’re less predictable.” 


Great, | think to myself sarcastically. Does he think of me as 
an “everyday Jane?” Am | some psychology experiment to 
pump and dump? Some simple girl that’s easy for the 
picking? | don’t like what he said. 


He turns his head toward me and | turn to meet his gaze. 
“But I’ve never met someone like you.” 


It sends butterflies to my stomach, but I’m not falling for it, 
at least not yet. 


“What makes you say that?” 


“You're cut from the same cloth as | am, but you’re a 
woman.” 


“Is that a compliment?” 

“The highest | can give.” 

“So you feel pretty good about yourself?” 

“I have a high level of self-confidence and self-worth, yes.” 
“Why is that?” 

“Because | came from nothing, and worked my way up to 
where | am today. And I’ve done so all while managing to 
keep my personal life mostly just that..personal, and 
private.” 

He sounds like one of those American Psycho narcissist 
types, but he doesn’t have that tone. He’s not fishing for 


compliments, or a pat on the back. Not from me or from 
himself. 


“And where you are today defines your success?” 


“No, but it allows me to do things that define success. At 
least in my book.” 


“What are those things?” 


“There are many, but they mostly center around one theme. 
Change.” 


“Change? But if you’re successful why would you want 
change?” 


“Because | want others to experience what I’ve experience 
for myself. Because | changed my own life, and | know the 
tremendous journey and struggle that it entails. Because | 
know that once you have money and influence you can then 
help other people change their lives as well.” 


“Is that what you want to do with me? Change me?” 


“| don’t want to change you one bit,” he says, turning to look 
at me again. The roads are winding along the coast, so he 
has to look back. “I’m more interested in learning if you can 
enact change with me.” 


I’m on an emotional roller coaster. The nerves have faded 
and now I’m having a real conversation with this guy, but 
it’s nothing sexual as | expected, and if I’m honest with 
myself, hoped it would be. 


What kind of guy talks like this on a first date? Is this evena 
date? And why does he seem to think so highly of me, even 
after my huge mistake at the office? 


“I’m not sure | understand what you mean,” | say. 


“You’re not supposed to at this point. We can save it for 
later. Right now let’s just enjoy each other’s company and 
see where that takes us.” 


And just like that he’s pressed a button within me and my 
mind shifts to what | want this man to do to me. How I want 
his hands all over me. Those big hands that are gripping the 
stick shift and the steering wheel. Those thick, long fingers 
that can do things to me that other men couldn’t do with 
their entire bodies. Just by the way he handles this car, | can 
see he knows how to handle a woman. But just how many 
women has he handled? The paparazzi haven’t seemed to 
be able to dig up anything on him. How does he keep such 
a low profile, unlike other big names in Tinseltown? Okay, 
technically we’re in L.A., but the place is full of aspiring 
everything. Aspiring actors, athletes, writers...you name it. 
Seems like everybody’s trying to make it here, but not him. 
He’s already made it, and maybe that’s why he’s so 
confident...why he doesn’t waste time and why he cuts 
through the superficial. 


| have no idea what he’s going to say or do next, and that 
excites me. 


He pulls off Pacific Coast Highway, and takes the car down a 
hill. Right on cue it looks like he’s about to surprise me all 
over again. 


CHAPTER 8 


Carson 


As much as this girl turns me on like no other, it’s the 
connection | feel with her that’s most important to me. 


| have no interest in meaningless sex. I’m all about building 
things, whether that’s in regards to my life, profitable 
companies, or now... her. 


| can see myself watching the sunset with her, a drink in one 
hand and her hand in the other, as we discuss any and every 
topic under the sun. | can shift from one thing to another 
that’s totally unrelated and | know she'll be right there with 
me. 


She was nervous when | first picked her up. | think if | said, 
“boo,” she would have jumped a mile high. Not anymore. 
She’s warmed up and I’m seeing the true Amelia now. It’s 
like watching a flower blossom right in front of my eyes, and 
nothing is more beautiful. 


But as much as conversations and enjoyment of each other’s 
company can carry a relationship, there has to be the 
physical there too. That desire that makes you think of that 
person all day. When your mind can focus on nothing else. 
And l'm beyond that point. 


| need to focus during the day to do what | have to do. It’s a 
lot of numbers and requires my complete concentration, but 
it’s not getting it because | can’t take my mind off of her... 
nor do | want to. 


And right now my mind is on pleasing her. Because of her 
slip up | Know of her problem and we’re going to put an end 
to that right here and right now. 

| offer her my hand after | park the car under some trees. It’s 
a secret parking spot | learned about years ago when | came 
to this part of Santa Barbara to surf. We just drove ninety 
minutes to Santa Barbara yet it seems more like nine. Time 
was flying so fast, thanks to her company. 


We dart down a small trail like two teenagers trying not to 
get caught, before our view opens up to the beach. 


“It’s so peaceful at night,” she says. 


“I like to come here at this time, whether to just take a walk, 
exercise, or even to surf.” 


“You surf at night?” 

“When the moon is full, or close, yes.” 

“Isn’t it hard to see?” 

“Surprisingly it’s not too difficult.” 

“Aren't you worried about sharks?” 

I’m the shark you should be worried about now. 


No. It’s so quiet compared to the day that the thought never 
crosses my mind. 


“| would be scared.” 


“Are sharks your greatest fear?” 

“No.” 

“You answered that pretty quickly.” 

“Unfortunately, yes.” 

“Why unfortunately?” 

She removes her gaze from mine as we walk along the sand. 
She stares at the fine, yellow sand in front of her, with her 
head down, before looking back my way. 

It’s dark, but she’s squinting like it’s high noon. Her face is 
scrunched up, showing the pain of something she’s 
apparently spent plenty of time thinking about before. 
“Because my greatest fear is missing out.” 


“Missing out? On what?” 


“That’s just it. The things | know about, and the things | 
don’t know about.” 


“How can you miss out on the things you don’t know about, 
if you don’t know about them?” 


“I wouldn’t know unless | was experiencing them. | have to 
experience things that challenge me, shock me, and push 
my limits. Only then can | look back and realize what life 
would have been like if | hadn’t done those things.” 


“But isn’t ignorance bliss?” 


“Not for me. | feel naive in a lot of ways, and | know | don’t 
know too much and | certainly haven’t experienced a lot of 
the things | want to experience. I’m conscious of that.” 


“You’re young. You still have time.” 


“True, but look at you. You were my age when you started 
doing so many of the amazing things you’ve accomplished 
over your life.” 


“But it takes time. A little each day. You push your 
boundaries a little here and a little here, and before you 
know it you’re a totally different person. You’ve changed, 
and evolved and you almost wonder how your life would 
have been if you hadn't.” 


“Almost?” 

“Almost, because you’re too busy living to worry about what 
didn’t happen. You realize you’ve come a long way, but 
instead of focusing on that you just keep your eyes forward. 
No looking back.” 

“That’s it exactly. | don’t want to look back. | just want to 
look towards the future and see so many things, to do so 
many things. And it would be especially nice if | could find 
someone special to do them with.” 

“Not someone special.” 

“What?” 


“The perfect person. No settling.” 


“You're right,” she says. 


“I Know | am. You start compromising a little here, then a 
little there, and before you know it your entire life is a series 
of compromises. That’s not how you grow.” 


Speaking of growing, this beautiful young woman with the 
world in front of her is causing a serious growth in my pants. 
| just want to grab her and show her the world, tonight. I’ve 
got the means and the ability and she’s the one. She’s the 
one who’s just like me, whether she knows it or not yet. We 
make a good team, and together and with time, we’ll make 
the perfect team. 


“I’m ready to grow.” 
“Are you sure?” 


“Yeah, | want to experience things I’ve never experienced 
before.” 


“| know where we can start.” 


CHAPTER 9 


Amelia 


| don’t say anything else. | don’t have to. | Know what’s on 
his mind, because it’s on my mind too. 


The only question is where, but it’s quickly answered when 
he leans in toward me and scoops me up in his arms. 


“Oh!” | say, feeling like a princess being carried off by her 
knight on a white horse. 


He moves at the same speed as when we were walking. He’s 
so big and strong, carrying me is like nothing for him. His 
masculinity and strength make me feel so feminine and light 
and beautiful. I’ve never had an experience with a man like 
this before, and he hasn’t even kissed me yet. 


Part of me realizes that that’s part of the problem right 
there. | was dealing with boys before. This is a man, but not 
just any man. This is the guy who can challenge me to do 
things | don’t even know | can do. He can push me forward 
just as much as | know he can push all the right buttons in 
the bedroom. 


I’m staring up into his eyes when suddenly | feel my body 
rising. | turn my neck in time to see that he’s carrying me 
up the steps of the lifeguard tower, with no hands touching 
anything but me. 


“How do you stabilize yourself?” 


“| spent a summer traveling with the circus.” 
“Tightrope walking?” | laugh. 
‘A little bit of everything.” 


| don’t know if he’s serious or joking. It sounds ludicrous, 
but he’s got me wondering now. Not for long though when 
he sets my feet down on the lifeguard platform and takes my 
face in his hands. 


“There’s only one first kiss,” he says. “There’s no do-overs or 
second chances.” 


“No there’s not,” | say, feeling my heart flutter and a tingling 
in my shoulders and arms. 


His head moves toward mine stopping just short. The 
anticipation sends goose bumps across my arms and legs, 
and | feel light, like | could float away. 


| can feel his warm breath on my lips as his thumb gently 
strokes my cheek. 


And then when | can’t take it anymore, he comes forward 
those last few inches and our lips meet for the first time. 


Oh my god, what a kiss. My entire body freezes up causing 
me to forget to breathe. | quickly become dizzy and | feel 
my knees go weak and my head starts to spin. 


“I got you!” he says, grabbing me by the waist. “Let’s sit 
you down,” he says. 


“lm Okay.” 


“Better safe than sorry.” 

He places me down on the lifeguard platform. It’s too cliché 
to say aloud, but he literally just took my breath away. It’s 
what I’ve been waiting for my entire life. 

He fans some air on me with his hand, but he doesn’t need 
to. The breeze across the windswept beach is all | need to 
feel rejuvenated. 

| lean into him and kiss him with my eyes closed. 


He was right about there only being one first kiss, but the 
second sure is amazing too. 


We continue kissing like school kids who don’t have a care in 
the world. 


He leads the pace, alternating between light, soft, gentle 
affection kisses and more passionate deep kisses. It’s a 
roller coaster and | don’t ever want to get off. 

Suddenly he stands, before reaching down to pick me up. 
“You're okay to stand?” 

“Yes, I’m fine. Thanks.” 

He lifts me up, and the kissing continues only getting hotter. 
Now that we’re standing his hands have more room to 
maneuver, which | notice when | feel his fingertips run up 


and down my back, before grabbing my hips tightly. 


His hands aren’t the only ones that are wandering. | slide 
my hands between his suit jacket and shirt, grabbing his 


sides as | feel his tree trunk like midsection. | reach for his 
shirt, tugging it from his trousers. | run my hands along his 
abdominals as his kisses speed up and change from 
passionate from lustful. 

“Are you ready for another first?” he asks. 

“I’m ready for everything, with you,” | say. 

My words turn him into an animal as his hands spin me 
around. He runs his hands up my spine as my hands press 
flat against the lifeguard tower. 


| hear his belt unbuckle and his trousers drop, just before | 
feel him lift my dress and violently yank my panties down. 


His arms wrap around me from behind as he gently bites my 
earlobe. 


l'm a wet mess in-between my legs, and | want nothing more 
than to finish what we started in his office. 


One hand releases from my front and | feel it a second later 
against my ass. 


My back arches even more as | breathe out hard. 
He smacks me again, this time getting a moan from me. 
He continues, bringing my moans to a fever pitch. 


The spanking stops as | feel the tip of his cock at my 
entrance. 


His other hand grabs my breast through the fabric. He 
squeezes hard, and | feel the head of his cock slide inside 


me. 


I’m dripping and he enters with ease, but only part way. I’m 
either too tight or he’s too big. Probably some of both, but it 
hurts so good. 


He slides almost all the way out of me, still keeping the tip 
inside, before slowly sliding back in allowing each and every 
nerve ending inside my pussy to feel his dick. 

“Oh my god!” | say. 

“You feel so good. So amazing,” he says in my ear. 

“You feel so... You feel so... I’m gonna cum!” | scream. My 
mouth opens wide. “Aaaaaaaah. Aaaah. Ah. Ahhhhhhh!” | 


explode, covering his cock in my juices. 


My head falls forward and | lose all feeling in my body as | 
pass out in his arms. 


CHAPTER 10 


Amelia 
One week later 


He teases me about my first orgasm nearly making me 
unconscious, but he’s got a point. Being able to finally 
achieve orgasm opened the floodgates. | released all that 
pent up energy for the first time and was it a doozy. 


| slide open my desk drawer and look at the pictures we 
Snapped together in one of those picture booths. It’s a roll 
of three and we are having the time of our lives in the 
photos. We're playful, serious, and making funny faces as 
we alternate expressions from photo to photo. It makes me 
smile every time. 


“Miss Perkins, | finished those reports.” 
| look up, sliding the drawer back in nonchalantly. 


“Thank you, Doug” | say, extending my hand to receive 
them. 


He walks away back to his cubicle and | place his work on 
the stack of things to go over before | leave today. 


My new role carries a lot more responsibility, but I’m 
enjoying it immensely. Carson’s words a week ago had rung 
true. He’s challenging me, pushing me, and it’s bringing out 
the best in me, and not only at work. 


That first orgasm was better than losing my virginity. As far 
as I’m concerned | might as well have been a virgin, 
especially when comparing anyone else’s so called efforts to 
please me to the way he came into my life. My body, and 
my mind, finally found a guy who could satisfy me in every 
way. Being able to make me feel the way he did made me 
trust him completely, and | was able to open up and explore 
everything he, or l, could imagine. 


Every night we had dinner in some fancy restaurant in the 
city. The waiters seemed to all know him by name, and the 
food was easily the best | had ever tasted. 


What was also fun was that we were sneaking around. When 
we went out to eat, we entered through the back door. The 
next mornings when I woke up at his place, he had his driver 
take me to work, and he coordinated it so we wouldn’t arrive 
at the same time. 


As much as | wanted to step out in public with him, when he 
was ready, | knew we couldn’t now. He was trying to avoid 
the paparazzi for his own sake, and he was equally focused 
on doing so for mine. 


He didn’t want to undermine my credibility or newfound 
authority at work. Not only that he had a job to do at my 
company, and | had to remind myself of that. 


We didn’t talk about work after hours, but | had the feeling 
he was lining up something big. At some point there would 
be a huge wave of layoffs or firings. The only question was 
when. | wasn’t looking forward to it, and it didn’t seem he 
was either. 


When | first met him | saw him as a heartless guy, but the 
more | got to know him the more | realized | was wrong. | 


wasn’t sure if the change had anything to do with me, but | 
sure hoped so. Just as much as he wanted to help me grow, | 
wanted to help him grow too. 


He may have been a lot older and wiser than me in many 
ways, but he didn’t seem very empathetic in a lot of other 
ways. Sure, he saved my job, but | truly did seem to be the 
exception to the rule. 


On some of the nights we laid in bed | came to realize he 
was more of a numbers guy than a people guy. He was good 
with people, but he really excelled with numbers. | wasn’t 
out to change him, but | was hoping that being around me 
might soften him up a little.. make him see things from other 
people’s points of view, and not strictly judge people as 
numbers on a spreadsheet based on their productivity. 


But he definitely never treated me that way. He was the 
most attentive person | ever met, in or out of the bedroom. 


There were nights | would just talk and talk and talk, and he 
let me continue without ever saying a single word. It was 
therapeutic for me. | talked about my childhood a little, but 
mostly just talking about things that happened to me during 
the day and other stuff that probably didn’t even need to be 
said, but sure felt good to get off my chest. 


| didn’t realize how much | had bottled up inside, just as 
much as | didn’t know how amazing it felt to finally have 
someone | could trust completely and share all these 
thoughts with. 


| slide my desk drawer open again and look at those 
pictures. | smile and think back to that night. 


When we exited the picture booth there was an older lady 
who said, “You two kids sure do make a great couple.” | 
could see her squeeze her husband’s hand after she spoke 
and | knew that’s just how | wanted to be someday. Well 
past eighty and still very much in love. And she was right. 
We do make a great couple. And I was right too. | wanted to 
still be in love in my twilight years. Still, because it was 
plain to see | was in love now. 


CHAPTER 11 


Carson 


We've been inseparable for a week straight, after working 
hours. | want to show her off to the whole world, but there’s 
just no way | can do that for her. I’d gladly risk it for myself, 
because it’s not a risk for me at this point. Not at all. | know 
what | want, and what | want is her. 


But it is a risk for her still, in more ways than one. Sleeping 
with the boss is the oldest cliché in the book, and | don’t 
want her to get caught up in that net. Her work is too 
valuable, and | don’t want the amazing job she’s doing to 
get discredited. Even more importantly, she’s too valuable 
and amazing...to me. 


I’m thinking long term and | need to sacrifice the short term 
so that we can make this work. | want a future with her. No 
woman's ever made me feel this way, and I’m not about to 
lose this feeling. | want to wake up next to her and feel the 
way | do now, for as long as | possibly can. 


| can see she’s more confident than the day | met her, and 
also more lively and happy in general. Her youthful 
exuberance has started to wear off on me, softening my 
edges a bit. | didn’t get as far as | did in the business world 
being soft, but she’s showing me you can collect more honey 
if you don’t upset the hive. 


| pull up to her place, but | barely have to stop the car. She’s 
already on the curb waiting, even though I’m ten minutes 
early. 


“What’s cookin’ good lookin'?” she says. 

“That’s what you'll find out soon enough.” 

“I’m looking forward to it,” she says with that smile that 
reminds me why I’m so glad to be a man. This girl is so real, 


SO genuine, so honest, and such a breath of fresh air. 


| help her in the car and walk back around to my side with a 
spring in my step. 


We take off and talk about everything under the sun on the 
drive. 


Before | know it we’re pulling up to the destination. 
“Are we where | think we are?” 
“Probably.” 


She turns and gives me a curious look. “They don’t serve 
food here do they?” 


“They do.” 

“But they’re closed on Mondays, right?” 
“To the general public, yes.” 

“You've got to be kidding me.” 


| step out of the car and offer her my hand when | reach her 
side. 


She’s looking up at me in a state of disbelief. | can tell it’s 
half shock, and half amazement...in a good way. 


| escort her to the front where my friend is waiting. 
“Good evening, Mr. Carson.” 

“Good evening, Brent.” 

“And this must be Miss Perkins. 

“Nice to meet you,” she says, extending her hand. 


“The pleasure is all mine,” Brent says. “If you two are ready, 
we’re ready for you.” 


| nod and we enter. 


| look at her and see the awe in her eye. It’s the exact 
reaction | was going for. | want to surprise her each and 
every day. 


She looks up at me and shakes her head. “You...are.. 
unbelievable. Incredible,” she says, puckering her lips and 
rising up onto her tiptoes as she walks. 


| don’t think I’ve ever described anything in my life as cute, 
except in a sarcastic or condescending way when I’m out 
alpha-ing someone in a business meeting...until now. 
There’s no other way to describe it. She’s cuter than a 
million puppies in a picnic basket. | don’t know how she’s 
making me think such thoughts, or making me soft, but | 
don’t care. All | know is | want her. | lean down and our lips 
meet. 


“You know, I’ve never been to the Getty,” she says. 


“Do you like museums?” 
“|I love them actually, but I’ve just never had the time.” 
“Well I’m glad your first time is with me.” 


She smiles and reaches out her hand. | take it in mine and 
feel that spark all over again, not that it ever left me. Just 
when | think she can’t make me feel any manlier, there she 
goes again. Her small hand is in mine as she smiles big and 
wide as we begin our tour. 


Add tonight to our ever-growing list of nights we’ll remember 
forever. 


CHAPTER 12 


Carson 


“I still can’t believe we had dinner on the lawn of the Getty 
Museum.” 


“Believe it, and it’s just the start.” 
“You have more planned for tonight!” 


“I’m not that good,” | wink. But there will definitely be a lot 
more surprises to come in the future. 


“You never stop surprising me.” 
“And you never stop amazing me,” | say. 


The car’s door locks beep and latch behind us, just as we 
enter my place. 


“Oh my gosh!” 

“Do you like it?” 

“I love it,” she turns to me and we kiss. | can tell by the way 
she’s holding my face that this is a girl that doesn’t want to 
let go. Not now, and not of me, ever. 


“When did l...oh yeah.” 


“Į was listening.” 


“You were indeed. | love tulips.” 
“And | like your two lips.” 


A 


“Well come here then,” she says, pulling my face back to 
hers for a second round of kissing. 


We may have eaten a little too much, but it’s easy to tell 
that we’re both about to work it off... real quick. 


| scoop her up and carry her to the bedroom, past the pots of 
tulips I’ve lined along each side of our pathway. 


“Is there a name for this way we’re going?” 


“The romantic rendezvous route. Maximum passengers 
allowed... two.” 


“It’s like the carpool lane, in reverse.” 

“Something like that.” 

“But it doesn’t lead to the swimming pool does it?” 

“Nope,” | say as the newly appointed romantic rendezvous 
route curves taking us straight to the master bedroom, 
where more tulips await. I’m glad | was able to get so many, 
and in so many colors on only a week’s notice. 

“Carson!” she says, when we enter the bedroom. 

| say nothing. | don’t need to. The hundreds of pots of tulips 


and the candles carefully arranged in-between say more 
than words can. 


| gently place her on the bed and watch as her head rotates 
and her body follows. She’s taking in the room, and I’m 
taking in her expression. 


I’m glad | can make her feel this way. It’s a small way to say 
thank you for the way she’s made me feel, and continues to 
make me feel. And for the way she’s changed the way | look 
at the world. 


Her eyes lock on mine. “You’re making me feel like a 
princess tonight.” 


“You should feel that way every night, because you are.” 


Her shoulders relax and she turns that beautiful neck of hers 
my direction. “Awww,” she says. 


Her mood quickly changes from kitten to lioness as she curls 
her finger my way, purring like a feisty feline. 


CHAPTER 13 


Carson 


| can’t wait to explore her all night long. To be tired at work 
tomorrow because of what we do tonight. Not to be able to 
think of anything but her. 


We've got all night, and | plan to take it slow, but not with 
these clothes on. | want to feel her skin against mine. 


| unbutton my white shirt, removing my arms slowly before 
tossing it to the side. I’m not about to take my eyes off her 
as she slides that dress up and over her head, and begins to 
unhook her bra. 


| step out of my pants just as she frees those big beautiful 
breasts of hers, causing my cock to spring to attention 
against my boxer briefs, which are losing the battle to 
contain it. 


She’s on her back, sliding out of her panties, just as I’m 
pulling my underwear over the tip of my member, before 
letting them fall to the ground. 


“Care to join me,” she asks playfully, lying there on the bed 
as nude as the day she was born. She’s on her side with her 
head propped up on her hand. 


“I thought you’d never ask,” | say joining her on the bed, as 
my hands take hold of her hips pulling her body into mine. 


Her back arches and her head finds the pillow as | kiss up 
the side of her exposed neck. | recognize her signature light 
scent, and know it’s not the kind you can get in a bottle. | 
swear the girl sweats perfume, or maybe there’s something 
in her body chemistry, but whatever it is she smells like 
something in-between a springtime rain and a warm summer 
night’s breeze. | didn’t drink at dinner, because | had to 
drive... but I’m intoxicated now. 


| lose control and kiss her lips, a kiss that she returns. She 
wraps her hands around my shoulders and we kiss as we roll 
on the bed. One minute I’m on top, and then she’s on top. | 
don’t even know where the head and foot of the bed are 
anymore. We're rolling around so much with only 
candlelight to see by and tulips surrounding us. 


| kiss my way back down her neck and in-between her chest, 
before tracing a circle around her nipple and then taking it 
in my mouth. Her nipples are hard and as long as I’ve ever 
seen them. | flick them with just the tip of my tongue and 
hear her exhale as her fingernails dig into my shoulders. 


“I must be in the right spot,” | say. 


“You’re always seem to find it,” she says, in-between heavy 
breaths. “Or should I say them.” 


“I’m starting to think your whole body is an erogenous 
zone.” 


“Only because of you.” 
She’s not even talking dirty, but her words are turning me 


on just as much as if she was. As much as dirty talk and 
role-playing are fun, I like that just the simple, 


straightforward truth from her gets to me like nothing else 
can. 


As much as | want to be inside her, there’s something else | 
need to do first. | have to taste her, take her in my mouth. 


| look her in the eye as | slide back on the bed, spreading her 
legs. 


| take my eyes off her, without moving my head, just staring 
at her pretty pink pussy. 


She tries to close her legs. 

“Don’t.” 

“lm shy.” 

“Don’t be. Please. Your pussy is a work of art. If they had a 
wing for it at the Getty it would be worth a billion times the 
price of admission alone.” 

“I don’t think so. | wish—“ 

“I know so. And I wish you could see it the way | see it. The 
way it turns me on. They way looking at it, and you, make 
me lose control. Control of my body and control of my 
mind.” 


“| don’t believe you.” 


“Believe it. All | can think about is you, and what I’m about 
to do to you.” 


“What are you about to do to me?” she asks in a hushed 
tone. 


“I’m not going to tell you. I’m going to show you.” 


| lower my face to her pussy and take a big thick lick straight 
up the middle, watching her the entire time. 


| see her mouth and eyes open, and hear her exhale through 
her mouth. 


“Oh my god.” 
Seeing her like that sets me off. 


| bury my head in-between her legs, spreading her lips with 
my fingers, flicking the tip of my tongue against her clit 
while I insert first one finger, then two, inside her dripping 
wet vagina. 


| feel my cock pressing against my stomach just above my 
belly button. I’m hard as a rock and pointing straight up. 
Even after a week of fucking like rabbits, | can barely 
contain myself. | feel the precum already releasing, when | 
sense the sticky wet spot on my stomach. 


| slide my two fingers in and give her that same come hither 
motion she gave me just moments before. | can feel her 
sensational spongy area inside and continue working my 
fingers in just the right spot. 


Her body shoots up from the bed, her arms extended 
straight down. 


“Aaah. Ahh.” Her eyes lock on mine, just in time as | watch 
them roll back in her head and feel her pussy lock on my 
fingers like a vice grip. They’re not going anywhere. 


| watch as her body shakes and convulses and suddenly the 
whites of her eyes show color again and her out of body 
experience has ended. “Oh my god. Oh my god,” she says 
as she grabs me and kisses me hard. 


Her pussy releases and | remove my fingers and quickly 
slide my cock inside her. 


| feel her exhale into my mouth just before she falls back 
onto her back, grasping for the sheets. 


| grab her hips and lift her midsection off the bed, working 
my hips in rhythm as | enter and exit the deepest part of her 
cunt with my cock that is begging to explode inside her. 


| catch the perfect rhythm with her and feel the tip of my 
dick catch her G-spot on the pull back of each thrust. I’m 
doing everything | can to delay this orgasm but I’m running 
out of tricks. There is nothing, | repeat inside my head, 
nothing that can fill my appetite for her. Not a damn thing, 
and we both know it. 


| squeeze her hips harder and throw all civility to the wind as 
| ram her straight forward and back into my pelvis, impaling 
her on my rod. 

I’m out of control and her body is going back and forth, and 
side to side as | fuck her silly, tossing her around like a rag 
doll. 

“l'm gonna cum.” 


“Inside me. Cum inside me.” 


Sexier words were never spoken. “Uhhhh!” | moan as | grind 
my pelvis into her one last time, jamming my big, thick dick 


as deep inside her as it will go before unleashing a volcanic 
eruption deep within her body. 


“I’m cumming!” she yells, matching her climax with mine. 


My cock is like a hose that won’t turn off. | feel the tidal 
wave of my seed fill her and suddenly my cock is super 
sensitive. | pull it out, and the sound of a pop fills the air. 
Her pussy sealed me inside, airtight. We're a perfect fit, 
inside the bedroom just as much as we are out. 


CHAPTER 14 


Amelia 
The next morning 


| can’t keep my eyes open at work. All | can think about is 
lying there in his arms in that big, wonderful bed of his as 
we’re surrounded by the scent of those tulips. | feel safe, 
protected, respected and... loved. 


It scares me to think about it at first. | realize this man 
means everything to me, and just as important | can see 
that | mean just as much to him. 


When lunchtime comes | take the elevator down to the floor 
below us and enter their ladies room. There are no tenants 
on that floor so | set my alarm and promptly pass out in the 
stall for twenty-five minutes. The alarm seems to sound just 
seconds after | set it, but | check the time and it’s right. The 
nap does nothing to help. 


| take the elevator back up and put some dry eye droplets in 
my eyes as soon as | reach my office. | still can’t believe | 
have an office, then again | can’t believe any of this, but the 
best part is that I’m not dreaming... it’s real. 


| pull up my personal email and message him. Can’t wait for 
today to end so we can pick up where we left off. | hit send 
and watch my screen for a minute, hoping for a quick reply. 
It doesn’t come, but it’s not a surprise. He said he had a big 
meeting this morning, and | haven’t seen him around. 
Knowing management and how they do things his meeting 


probably turned into a conference, which turned into a 
committee, which turned into a vote, which turned into 
needing approvals, and sign-offs, and who knows what else. 
The blind leading the blind was never more appropriate, but 
knowing him he'll find a way to rally everyone and get 
things sorted out quickly and efficiently. | love how stern he 
is, but so practical that you had no choice but to fall inline 
with his very persuasive suggestions. 


He convinces without trying to be convincing. He sells you 
on an idea without being salesy. His lack of people skills was 
possibly his secret to having people skills, in his own unique 
way. His no B.S. straight shooting approach disarmed 
everyone. And being around me was softening his edges, 
further refining the overall effectiveness he had when 
dealing with people. 


| continue working as hard as | can until | hear my name 
called. | look up and see Janice from HR at the door. 


“Hey, Amelia. Can you come with me please?” 

“Sure, just let me finish this real quick?” 

“Don’t worry about it. This won’t take but a second.” 

Here we go, | think to myself. Either some form to fill out or 
some new restructuring information. Maybe all those 
decisions are about to result in some action. 

| hit the submit button on the month end close report and 
push my chair back before standing up and walking toward 


the door. 


| know | look like hell, but at least | did manage to get some 
important things done today. Tonight is going to be all 


about a movie on the couch and then straight to sleep...no 
matter how persuasive his bedroom seduction skills are. 


Janice steps out of the doorway and extends her arm as if to 
say, “right this way,” as if | don’t know where the HR offices 
are. 


My foot breaks the plane of the doorway and | immediately 
notice something is off. My eyes dart from cubicle to 
cubicle. | can’t see over the tops, but | can see the ones that 
open up to my passageway. As | pass they're empty. | look 
towards the open room and see they’re empty too. | look up 
at the clock on the wall and see it’s barely 4:32. No one is 
allowed to leave early, unless maybe they allowed it since 
we just finished a grueling month end accounting close. 
Actually it was a quarterly close requiring a lot of hard work 
SO maybe they are showing some generosity. | smile hoping 
my people skills have softened up Carson into wanting to 
reward the finance and accounting teams. 


That idea, and the smile on my face, are quickly wiped away 
the minute | see two long faces inside the HR room. They’re 
looking straight out, with a paper on the desk in front of 
them, facing my way. There’s a pen next to it, and in big 
bold letters against the top reads: SEVERANCE AGREEMENT. 


CHAPTER 15 


Amelia 


One fucking week! They offer me one fucking week after 
three years of service to the company? I’m crying before | 
even get to the elevator. The severance contract is wadded 
up and in my purse. 


Some asshole had the nerve to slide into my office and grab 
my personal belongings behind my back right after | walked 
out. All my stuff was waiting on a table on the way to the 
elevator just thirty seconds after they delivered the news. 
They had it all coordinated like some sort of SWAT team. 


How do I know? Because thirty seconds is all the longer | 
stayed in there after they dropped their bomb on me. A 
couple head nods and | was out. No words. No nothing. 


They don’t deserve it from me after the way they treated 
me. 


And Carson. What the fuck? 


Where is he in all this? | wake up this morning feeling 
protected and perfect and now | feel used and abused. It’s 
like he threw me to the wolves, if he wasn’t the wolf himself. 


He signs off on everything so he must have known this was 
coming. What an asshole! He gave me the ultimate night of 
pleasure before taking that knife and sticking it right in my 
back, and twisting it for good measure. 


| finally find the guy I really care for and now this. “Fuck!” | 
yell in the elevator. | don’t know if they have cameras in 
here or not. Right now I don’t care. 


Carson sure gave me a Climax all right. My first and my last. 
“What a dick!” 


| pull my phone out and the minute the door opens on the 
first floor | press speed dial number one. 


“We're sorry. The number you’re trying to reach has been 
disconnected or is no longer in service.” 


“Fuck you too, bitch! Electronic robot asshole, not even a 
real woman!” 


How cold can the world be right now? | spoke too soon when 
| walk out and feel the raindrops on my head. 


It doesn’t rain in L.A.! What in the hell is going on? 

| shake my head and stomp my foot. Oh my god! I’m wet 
for no reason! | push my way back inside the elevator and 
past the guard. 

“Ma’am, once you leave the—” 

“Leave me alone!” | growl and he takes a step back. 

| enter the elevator and press the button for the downstairs 
parking garage. My car’s still there from a couple nights 
ago. 

The button opens and | dig for my ticket. “Get it here in 


thirty seconds and l'Il give you fifty bucks,” | say to the 
attendant who sprints off like a cheetah. 


I’m tapping my foot and staring at my watch. “Isn’t fifty 
bucks enough these days?” | say realizing it’s already been 
a minute. 


The kid turns the corner of cars in a sprint, running up to 
me. 


“I’m really sorry, ma’am. We seem to have misplaced your 
Car.” 


“How do you misplace a car!” 
“I'll find it right now,” he says, ducking into his tiny room. 


Seconds later he reemerges handing me a piece of paper, 
that read’s Tom’s Towing. 


“I’m really sorry, but your car was towed this afternoon.” 
“Towed?” 


He points to the sign that reads; Cars left over 48 hours will 
be towed. Please see attendant. 


“Cars left over 48 hours are towed,” he says. 


My mouth drops open, but somehow | restrain from saying 
what | want to say. No shit, Sherlock! | can read! 


“You towed my car?” 
“I’m really sorry.” 


“This whole place is sorry,” | say stuffing the card in my 
purse and huffing my way back to the elevator. | press the 


button, and it’s already gone. Now | have to stand here in 
the garage, without my car, waiting on the damn elevator 
like a fool...scratch that a fired, unemployed fool...carless 
fool... until the elevator comes all the way back down. 


It’s fitting that I’m underground because | feel like, look like, 
and am in... hell. 


CHAPTER 16 


Amelia 


Three hours later | walk in my front door. I’m wet, tired, 
heartbroken, and every other type of miserable a woman 
can be. 


And since when can someone basically steal your car from 
your place of work, where you’ve been parking it every day 
in the same spot for three years, and then charge you five 
hundred and ninety seven dollars to give it back to you? 
And of course that’s after waiting in line for two hours, after 
you take a cab to the scariest part of town only to be scared 
some more by two ferocious junkyard dogs. 


When it rains it pours, and it’s pouring. 
| wish | never met that stupid jerk. 


| fall into my couch and the tears come right back, but this 
time there’s no stopping them. I’m drenching my couch and 
| don’t even care. | need a good cry right now and nothing’s 
going to stop me. | need it more than a warm shower, and 
I’m already shivering. 


But what | really want are some answers. What in the hell is 
going on? Why did he suddenly disappear? Why did he use 
me like that? 


| bet he does that every time he comes into a new company. 


Find the lonely, naive girl and screw her brains out for a 
week or two and then take off like nothing ever happened. 
No wonder he didn’t go after someone like Shari. She’s a 
professional just like him. In a city full of actors, he deserves 
the Academy Award. 


The award for Best Asshole goes to...Carson Cash! He 
wouldn’t even look surprised when he accepted it, because 
he knows what a jerk he is. Oh me? Really? | would have 
never thought. Thank you. Thank you so much! 


Prick. 


| visualize the scenario playing out and suddenly I’m 
laughing hysterically. | have no idea why, but | need it. | 
feel a little better already and | rise up off the couch, as my 
boobies are hurting from lying face down on my stomach. 


| go to the kitchen and pour a glass of wine, which | tip back 
like it’s a shot. 


Time for a shower. At least my tears will wash away down 
the drain...joining the downward spiral of my so-called life. 


CHAPTER 17 


Amelia 
The doorbell rings and | drag myself from the couch. 
| open it and can’t believe who’s standing there. 
“Don’t you have any shame?” 
“Excuse me?” 
“You’re coming here now?” 
“But ma’am, if you don’t act now you could miss out on this 
incredible, limited time offer of a breathtaking time share in 


Mexico.” 


“Leave,” | say shutting the door in the salesman’s face. How 
are they allowed to knock so late? 


The doorbell rings again right away. 
“What?” | say opening it. 
“Your Szechuan chicken ma’am.” 


“Oh sorry,” | say digging into my purse and paying the 
delivery guy. 


He goes to leave but I’m still staring at him waiting for him 
to realize what’s missing. 


“Have a nice night.” 
“No fortune cookie?” 


“We stopped doing those last year. We got sued when 
someone misinterpreted one as a negative omen.” 


“A negative omen?” 
“Beats me. Sorry, have to run.” 
| shut the door and head back to the couch. 


| get a proper fork from the kitchen and plop down ready to 
gorge on Chinese food followed by a night of movies. 


| lift the food to my mouth, finally feeling like the day is 
about to end and | can finally think clearly and put the 
puzzle pieces together. 

Ring. 

“You've got to be kidding me,” | say. 

| set my bowl down and huff and puff to the door. 


“Yessss...” 


| open the door, but the third time is definitely not the 
charm. 


“Your fortune cookie says things are looking up.” 


“Really, that’s funny, because they sure seem to be washing 
down the drain like everything else today.” 


“That’s one thing I’ve learned from years of experience. 
Things are often not what they seem.” 


“Ummm, yeah! You can say that again. | though | met a 
great guy, but boy was | ever wrong,” | Say. 


“Can | come in?” 
“| don’t think that’s such a good idea.” 


“They wanted me to fire the whole department, Amelia. | 
refused.” 


“Didn’t look like you refused by the time | got fired. Let’s 
see. It was a ghost town by then, and you were the one 
brought in to restructure the entire place. You’re the 
numbers guy. Tell me how your story adds up.” 


“I was looking through the books all week. | figured it out 
this morning right before | walked into the meeting. They’d 
ask me to fire everyone, and then they’d fire me. They’d 
report the quarterly close numbers with an incredibly 
reduced headcount. That would convince the investors they 
wanted to sell to that the company was profitable.” 


“What?” 


“They fired you last right? Probably just after you finished 
your report? They were waiting on you to finish that report, 
or at least get it close enough where they could put on the 
final touches. They were going to take that report, remove 
all the staff salaries and expenses, and then present it to the 
board of the company that made them the offer.” 


“Why would they do that?” 


“Because they’re looking for a quick sale. A fire sale if you 
will. The other company would agree and then arrive to find 
they bought a company with no finance and accounting 
employees.” 


“Is that legal?” 

“Depends on the wording of the contract. More like immoral, 
unless the other company had their own staff they were 
going to merge into the new.” 


“What can we do?” 


“Nothing. | made some calls and found out the deal’s 
already complete.” 


“So everyone loses their jobs.” 

“Everyone lost their jobs, yes.” 

“That’s what | said.” 

“But you haven’t heard what | have to Say.” 
“I'm listening.” 


He pauses, looking deep in my eyes as a smile overtakes his 
previously somber face. 


“I've been watching you. Watching how you work with 
people. Watching how you manage them. They respond to 
you. You showed me it’s not always all about coming in like 
a bull in a china shop and causing destruction and chaos. 
The shock and awe technique is the way of the past. The 
future of business is in understanding emotional 
intelligence. Workers are a lot more productive when they’re 


entrusted with responsibility and the freedom to make 
decisions on their own. If you allow them room to fail, they 
actually perform better. They don’t feel like they’re walking 
on pins and needles and can be more creative which leads 
to better long term profits, benefiting everyone.” 


“That’s great that you're experiencing a Spiritual 
enlightenment moment in regards to business, but that 
doesn’t help me and everyone else who just got fired today.” 


“Actually it does.” 

“You could have fooled me.” 

“The only fool is your old company.” 
“How so?” 


“They're fools for letting you go, and treating you the way 
they did.” 


| exhale, waiting for him to get to the point or get off my 
front steps. 


“You probably tried to call me today after you got the bad 
news. Am I right?” 


| don’t say anything at first, but he waits me out. “Maybe,” | 
say, trying to maintain what little dignity | have left after 
today. 


“They took my phone. It was a company phone and | had to 
give it back immediately. | realized | never gave you my 
other number and your number was stored in that phone. It 
was synced to my old computer, which they also took. | had 
no way to get in touch with you other than coming here.” 


“You sure took your time.” 


“It did take some time, yes. I’m sorry about that, but | think 
| have a fairly decent reason why.” 


“ld like to hear it.” 

“You know it takes a long time to form a company in 
California. All the paperwork that’s required. All the 
attorneys have to get involved. It’s really a mess.” 

So” 

“I| made a bunch of calls. Got an entirely new company 
established in one day. It’s complete and ready to go 


tomorrow.” 


“Congratulations. You're off on your next project while I’m 
here on the couch hunting for a new job.” 


“No you're not. You're going to join me. You're going to be 
my partner, and we’re going to bring in your old team. 
Financial services are all the rage in all the BRIC countries.” 


“BRIC countries?” 


“Brazil, Russia, India, and China. We'll start lining up the 
deals tomorrow and fly out to meet our new partners.” 


“What?” 


“We'll provide financial services for large multinationals in 
those emerging markets. We’re going global.” 


“So you're telling me that you knew they were going to fire 
everyone, so you refused and then spent your day running 
around setting up a new company which will rehire everyone 
tomorrow morning?” 


“We can start tonight if you want.” 
“I think I’ve had enough excitement for one day.” 


“We'll travel the world together, make money together, and 
continue to grow as a team...in business and in life.” 


“| figured you were half way to St. Tropez by now.” 
“Not without you. Never without you.” 
“What about my old boss?” 


“You don’t have to bring her if you don’t want. You're in 
charge of the people. You’re better at that than me. I'll 
watch you and learn to improve in that area, and | can show 
you some higher-level business stuff that you may not have 
had exposure to. You'll certainly meet an entirely different 
group of people and learn how to negotiate and structure 
deals in the process.” 


“But I’m not good at that kind of stuff.” 

“That’s why you'll be at my side, watching and learning, just 
like l'Il be doing right by your side. Just like the old Chinese 
philosophy of yin and yang.” 


“How appropriate,” | say looking at my bowl of food on the 
table. | can’t help it anymore, as a smile overtakes my face. 


“Like | said, your fortune cookie says things are looking up.” 


“You're my good fortune.” 
“And you’re my cookie.” 


“You and me. Whaddaya say?” 


CHAPTER 18 


Amelia 
“Yes! | say yes!” 


Just when | lost all hope, this incredible man goes and saves 
the best for last. Not only is he going to surprise me, but 
surprise a whole group of other people come morning, but 
tonight we have each other. 


We really were yin and yang. | was young and more 
emotional. Sometimes those emotions helped me to 
understand and work with people, but they also caused me 
to lose my temper with him, and plenty of other people 
today. 


He’s older and more experienced. His lack of emotion 
helped us all as he looked at the situation very stoically and 
got to work on the solution immediately. Only a man with 
experience and a cool head could have done that. He was 
my rock. 


| throw myself at him and fall into his arms. He catches me 
and hugs me tight. | feel protected and safe again, and | 
know my plans for a quiet movie night have thankfully gone 
out the window. 


He creates some distance between our bodies and looks 
down in my eyes. 


“There’s one more yes | want. The one | really want,” he 
Says. 


“One more yes,” | say softly, trying to decipher his strange 
sentences. 


He drops to a knee in front of me, and | feel faint again, just 
like that night in the lifeguard tower, but this is a different 
kind of first he’s got planned. The ultimate first and last and 
only time l'Il ever have this moment again, and the best part 
is he’s the only man I’ve ever really wanted. 


“We’ve come a long way together in such a short time. 
When | see something | want, | go get it with everything I’ve 
got. | don’t wait, when | know it’s right. We're right. You 
and me, and there’s no need to delay. | want to spend the 
rest of my life with you, starting right this moment. Will you 
marry me?” he says as he opens a small black box in front of 
me. 


My jaw hits the floor as | stare at the size of the rock. 
Everything is sparkling outside thanks to the rain, but the 
biggest sparkle is right here in front of me. That ginormous 
ring that he’s ready to slip on my finger. But there’s one 
Sparkle that’s even bigger. The one in his eyes that show 
me how much he truly loves me. 


“Yes! | can’t wait to be your wife!” | say, as | feel the ring 
slide onto my hand. | notice the weight of the diamond 
immediately. 


“This is going to take some getting used to,” | say looking at 
the rock. 


“Good, because | don’t want you to ever get used to it. | 
want to surprise you every single day, in as many ways as | 
can. | want to make you just as happy as you make me.” 


“The worst day of my life has suddenly become the best. 
That definitely qualifies as a huge surprise.” 


“And speaking of huge, | want one of those big ol' hugs of 
yours, topped off with your luscious lips on mine.” 


“I can do that,” | say, as he stands and delivers a hug of his 
own. 


“| love you, beautiful.” 


“| love you.” 


EPILOGUE 


Amelia 
One month later 


“Did you check the L.A. Times this morning?” | ask as | 
prepare breakfast. 


“Not yet. Anything interesting?” he asks. 
“There’s one thing in there that might be worth a read.” 
“What page?” 


“Well | guess it’s technically not in the L.A. Times. It’s onthe 
L.A. Times, as in on the front cover. 


He reaches for the newspaper, which is sitting on the 
kitchen table. He’s a throwback, still reading an actual 
newspaper in the morning. 


“Well, lookie there. Don’t those two make a fine pair?” 


“They sure do,” | say, running a spatula under his sunny side 
up eggs. 


“Cash and Cash Get The Credit. Some snazzy writers 
they’ve got there.” 


“And they somehow found out we’re already married.” 


“That was fast.” 


“They must have been hiding out in the bushes, as they 
always do around Southern California.” 


“Who cares?” he says. “It’s past time the world knows who 
my number one partner is in business, and more importantly 
in life.” 


“And my number one, too,” | say, playfully slapping his butt 
with the back of the spatula. 


“Says here they’re giving you the credit for the deal. 
Apparently your people skills are what impressed the 
Chinese the most. They quote them as saying you were very 
humble, professional, and courteous. They aren't 
accustomed to working with powerful women in business, 
but they say working with you has opened their eyes and 
makes them realize the value of women in executive roles.” 


“Smart guys,” | say. 


“They are smart, but I’m the smartest,” he says, putting the 
paper down and hugging me. 


“And why might that be?” 


“Because | saw just how amazing you were right away and | 
wasn’t about to let you slip through my fingers.” 


“Speaking of fingers, | still haven’t got used to this 
absolutely gorgeous diamond you put on one of mine.” 


“Would you prefer something smaller?” 


“Are you joking me? | love it, plus it always reminds me of 
that moment. There you were, standing just out of the rain 


on my doorstep. You were my knight in shining armor there 
to save the day.” 


“I just needed the horse.” 


“You didn’t need anything. Just you. You were all that | ever 
needed.” 


We kiss and it feels like the first time all over again. 


l'Il always remember that moment, but | sure am glad to be 
out of that crummy apartment. Living in his house, scratch 
that... houses, is an experience | could have never imagined. 
| sleep better. | feel better. Everything is just..better | 
don’t even have to cook and clean anymore, but | do enjoy 
making him food when we're not in a rush. If I can’t keep 
my man fed, then who can? 


And the best part is he cooks for me too. He knows all these 
unusual and delicious recipes from places he’s been all over 
the globe. Places we’re just starting to travel to, and a lot of 
places we have plans to visit soon. 


But it only matters because we're doing it together. We're 
the perfect match in every way possible. 


We both came into this world under less than ideal 
circumstances, but together we created our perfect world... 
with each other. 

“Oh yeah. Our pilot confirmed our flight to Rio tomorrow.” 


“Rio. | can hardly wait.” 


“Don’t forget to pack your swimsuit.” 


“Swimsuit?” 

“Yeah, you’re going to be the Girl from Ipanema.” 

“I didn’t know we'd be leaving the hotel room.” 

“I hear they have lifeguard towers there too.” 

“Oh, so we can have our own little game everywhere we 
travel now. Instead of collecting magnets, we can collect... 
ahem... lifeguard tower experiences.” 


“I like the sound of that.” 


“And | like that l'Il hear the sound of your voice everywhere 
we go.” 


“And the sound of yours.” 
“I love you.” 


“And that’s the sweetest sound in the world. | love you.” 


The End, but the story doesn’t have 
to end here. Click here to get your 
free, exclusive extended epilogue! 
(Includes more of Carson’s 
backstory.) 


Thanks for reading! 
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